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Dominion, where the ages of towns could be measured
in decades and not in milleniums.

Round the blazingly-warm, palm-shaded eastern
coast of Africa, past the gleaming deserts of the southern
Sudan, the cliff-harbours of Somaliland, Sokotra and
the steamy lagoons at Dar-es-Salaam, "the Door of
Peace," finally along the lonely little ports on the beaches
of Mozambique, a liner carried me. After a few weeks
I strode over the gang-planks at Loureinjo Marques,
the Portuguese seaport, which gets rich on the import
traffic of the Witwatersrand Goldfidds. This continental-
looking town kept me within its broad flagged boule-
vards only a few hours. Then the mail train came and
took Hedley Churchward up fertile green hills towards
the highlands of the Transvaal. At Rrssutio Garcia our
carriages clanked over the Komati River and having
been visited by the British Customs officers on their
side of the border, they hurried across the prosperous,
level veldt, towards Johannesburg.

Jungle country holding occasional game herds, native
kraals whence unclothed black piccanins ran out to
cheer the train, the cattle and maize country, the small
but thriving colonial villages fleeted beside the track.
About a day later, I saw, after many years, the looming
white tailings heaps and stark pithead gears that are
so prominent on the Goldfields*

Johannesburg I found twice as rich, well-built and
pleasure-loving as before, Leonard Raynes' manager

(the producer himself was away) came to greet me,
and within a day I stood among my pots and brushes